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This is for my sister Julie.






Not to0 fast _
Start soft then slow puild
Em dron€e A bars

rtina .
conce dy X2 then voice

Fiddle melo
CHORUS:

Too many battles, too many loads,
Grey with the dust of too many roads
To a bed on a cold hillside.

Too many battles, too many loads,
Old wounds carried down too many roads
To a bed on a cold hillside.
Fiddle break?
Too many battles, too many loads,
Old friends buried by too many roads
In a bed on a cold hillside.
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Giles, my sibling, my Mephistophilis. You lie whenever it
suits you, but when you lie to me, surely you can take the trouble
to make it convincing?

2

There is something warm running down my face. | lick my
lips and taste salt, wipe my hand across my mouth and look.
Blood, black on my fingers. The windscreen has a jagged hole in
it and | can smell the fog, cold and earthy, drifting in. Although
the headlights have gone out the instrument panel is still glowing
and the cab of the minibus seems brightly lit compared with
the dark outside. The engine has stopped but the heater fan
is whirring. Behind me people are moaning. Someone starts
sobbing
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| am dangling in my seatbelt, suspended at what is now the
top of the vehicle, which has
| can feel myself slipping out of the straps and | squirm round
to plant a foot on the steering column and lift myself away
from Tod, who is slumped below me. It looks as if he has
been thrown into the door. His head is hanging at aanule.
| twist and bend some more and reach down to grope for a
pulse. Nothing. | tell myself that | am feeling in the wrong
place, but | am not. | wonder if his wife has had the baby yet.
Must have.

oShit.o

The women behind me were not strapped in when the bus
rolled. A couple of them at least are out cold, the rest are
crouched in the gaps between the horizontal seats, hugging
themselves. All of them are bleeding.

oShit. Shit. Shit.o

One foot still on the steering column | edge the other onto
the side of Toddés seat and freece
takes my breath away. Cracked rib. But | am thinking about
sparks and fuel leaks. Does diesel burn like petrol? | fumble
above my head and manage to get the door unlocked. It lifts a
couple of inches, but the angle is difficult and the weight of it
defeats me. I slip and end <cro
shoulder. | straighten my legs anyway and heave upwards. Tod
collapses beneath me but the door bangs up and | find myself
supporting its weight, standing with my own shoulders outside
the vehicle. | cannot move any further. | can hardly breathe.

Idan)

A few momentds rest, t hen | b
slide one hand into a pocket, looking for my mobile phone.
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It is as much as | can manage. | slide down into the
shambles below and the door thuds shut, just missing my
fingers. Christ, what a mess.









